"If he alnst out front^ I reckon his paw sent Mm on a
arr?nd. Mr. BearcFs takin* one of his spells In the hip
agin. He might V sent Virgil on a arr'nd." Her hair
fell lankly across her face again. Again she brushed it
aside with a harsh gesture. "You got some rno? work
fer him?"

"Yessum. You don9t know which-a-way he went?99

"Ef Mr. Beard ain?t sont him nowheres he mought
be in the back yard,, He don5t usually go fur away.5*
Again she dragged her lank hair aside; shaped so long
to labor,, her muscles were restive under inaction. She
grasped the mop again.

Snopes went on and stood on the kitchen steps above
an enclosed space barren of grass and containing a
chicken penj, also grassless^ in which a few fowls hud-
dled or moved about in forlorn distraction in the dust,
On one hand was a small kitchen garden of orderly f
tended rows. In the corner of the yard was an outhouse
of some sort^ of weathered boards*

"Virgil/9 he said. The yard was desolate with ghosts;
ghosts of discouraged weeds, of food in the shape of
empty tins, broken boxes and barrels; a pile of stove
wood and a chopping-block across which lay an ax
whose helve had been mended with rusty wire amateur-
ishly wound. He descended the steps and the chickens
raised a discordant clamor^ anticipating food.

"Virgil."

Sparrows found sustenance of some sort in the dust
among the fowlsj, but the fowls themselves^ perhaps
with a foreknowledge of frustration and of doora^ hud-
dled back and forth along the wire,, discordant and
distracted^ watching him with predatory ^ importunate
eyes. He was about to turn and reenter the kitchen
when the boy -appeared silently and innocently from
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